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And aboTe on a broken stone
The ominous bird of ill, Whetting his beak on a piece of bone,
And leisurely taking his fill.
The wind may rave in storms,
And the sullen waters roar, And mist-bound wrecks like ghostly forms
May drive on a fatal shore,
And human beings young
And beautiful and fair May cry to the God who made them
And die in their despair,
the raven dieth never, But ever croaks in glee, By the multitudinous surges And the hoary winter sea.